Drink From Me And Live Forever 


Author: midnight_moonlight 

Bands: Foo Fighters 

Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Oct 04 2014 08:44:12 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Drink From Me And Live Forever 


It wasn't his usual haunt. His usual haunt was a down town bar, drinking ice cold beers and chatting to the 


locals. He'd been to some places in his life, but this was a whole new kettle of fish. 


Another day. Another city. Another awards ceremony. This one had required a little more than his usual Slayer 
shirt, so he'd dug out his smartest back suit, gone to the ceremony, picked up five awards, smiled, and left. 


Always a sucker for a free drink, he'd agreed to the after party and found himself at the Honey Pot. 


The Honey Pot, despite it's slightly strip club name, was New York's most glamorous drag club. Decked out in 
rich velvets and jewelled lights hanging above, Dave found himself tucked into one of the many curved booths. 
Only big enough to sit four people, the small seating areas gave them somewhere to hide, no doubt a nice place 
for the club's beautiful men and women to entertain. A stage stretched out in front of him, a runway 
extending out into the floor. Tiny lights dotted the edge of the stage and thick, heavy curtains were draped 
before it. Red glass candle holders sat at the heart of each table, the flickering flame casting a relaxing light 
on the dark wood table. Soft music played and people mingled He found it hard to distinguish between those 
who'd been at the ceremony and those who worked at the club. There were a lot of expensive clothes and 


even more expensive French perfume. 


A tall black woman in a long, slinky red dress stopped at his table. She had flawless skin and subtle make up. 
Thick, long blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders and her red shoes, just visible beneath the dress, looked 


painfully high. With a sigh, she placed a hand on her hip and stared at him. 
"Another drink, Mr Grohl?" 


Picking up the empty champagne glass, he grinned and waved it at her. She took it and placed it on the silver 
tray that rested on her other hand. 


"Where are your friends, Mr Grohl?" She sounded exasperated, as though dealing with a child. It was what he 
expected of people after he'd had a few drinks. 


He shrugged, suddenly feeling uncomfortable in the suit jacket and shirt. "Don't know. Gone." 
"And no one wants to talk to you?" 
"Not tonight, Lucy, obviously." 


The woman - Lucy - rolled her dark eyes. "Well, I'll come and keep you company if | have to. Or maybe you 


can watch some of our fine entertainment." 
His face lit up. "You'd come and sit with me?" 


"Only if you behave." She pointed a red polished finger at him. "I've heard about you and I'm off the market so 
you can keep those hands to yourself.” 


Raising them above his head, Dave chuckled. "Yes, ma'am!" 


With wry smile and a small shake of her head, Lucy wandered off, hips swaying. Firstly, he wasn't alone. People 
were constantly coming and going from his little booth, all of them desperate to spend time with the great 
Dave Grohl. He was just too lazy to move from the comfortable velvet seat. The rest of his band were around 


somewhere, no doubt talking to the press while their boss got drunk on free champagne. 


Secondly, he couldn't believe that Lucy was actually a man. Sure, he'd met many drag queens over the years. 
But the costumes and accessories were becoming more and more sophisticated, able to wipe away even the 
slightest hint of masculinity. He'd never been with a drag queen and the idea of taking one of them home was 


driving him crazy. 


A few more people stopped by his table, asking for photographs or a quote for the news. He happily gave them 
before settling back and watching the room around him. People talked and hostesses delicately moved in and 
out of the crowd. Finally, Lucy returned and placed a fresh glass of alcohol in front of him. As the lights 
dimmed, she slid into the booth beside him, letting out a tiny sigh of relief as she did. 


"These shoes are killing me," she murmured. 
He leaned a little closer, her perfume tickling his nose. "What's going on?" 
"Entertainment. Honey, you're at a drag club. Sit back and enjoy!" 


Smiling, Dave did as he was told, one hand wrapped around the glass. The stage's heavy curtains were pulled 
back and, from somewhere in the shadows a petite, beautiful woman stepped. She walked across the stage, a 
glittering microphone clutched in one long fingernailed hand. Her long ebony hair bounced around her shoulders, 
her lipsticked smile brighter than the sun. 


"Ladies and gentlemen," she purred, "My name is Candy and I'd personally like to welcome you all to the Honey 
Pot. My warmest congratulations go out to all of the Mayfair Mandalay winners. Now please, relax, as we bring 


you some of New York's finest ladies." 
"Oooo!" Lucy exclaimed, one hand gripping Dave's thigh. "This is gonna be good! They've got Tiffany Tye tonight” 


"Tiffany Tye?" he squeaked. Her hand was strong, leaving no doubt in his mind that, outside of the Honey Pot, 


Lucy was all man. 


"Yes! She's one of the best in the business. Absolutely gorgeous. You're going to blow your load when you see 


her!" 


"Are you supposed to be talking like that in here?!" he teased. "| mean, doesn't this place pride itself on being, 
you know, classy than other joints?" 


"Sweetie, you're in a drag club. We're going to be lewd and crude wherever you go. Besides, thats half of the 
fun" With a huge grin on her face, Lucy gave Dave's beard a scratch. "You're a real cutie. You're gonna be a 


catch for someone tonight." 


Candy spoke again, sashaying to the end of the runway as she did. "Our first performer tonight is all the way 
from Miami. One of the most famous faces in the state of Florida, she's been entertaining the masses for the 


past fifteen years. Please give a warm Honey Pot welcome to Hollie Berrie!" 


Much to Dave's surprise, Hollie lived up to her name. Wearing a red dress with a hundred petticoats under it, 
her hair was a shock of bright green. Her name up matched, her red lips pouting and curling as she worked 
her way through a comedy routine. Stalking the stage, she picked on every man within her reach, teasing them 


with sexual innuendos and comments on their "package" size. 


Hollie was followed by Peaches, who was followed by Dee Vine ("Two words," as she'd told the audience. "One 
incredible person. Now shut the fuck up and listen"). When Candy spoke to the audience in a dramatic whisper, 
Dave found himself leaning forward, desperate to hear what she had to say. 


‘Our final lady tonight is a true lady of the night. She's come from her bolthole out on Manhattan island to see 
you good folks. And, trust me, it wasn't easy getting her here so be nice. Please put your hands together for 
Tiffany Tye!" 


It was obvious that no one really knew who they were clapping for, but they did so with gusto, cheering and 
whooping as Candy exited the stage. Silence fell over the club and an air of anticipation swept over the room. 
Even the music had melted to nothing. There was the sound of clicking heels and, from the wings, stepped the 
most beautiful woman Dave had ever laid eyes on Tall, and almost painfully slender, a green dress swayed 
around her figure. Gold chains wrapped the dress around her body, giving them teasing glances of her toned 
stomach and angled back. Thick waves of sun-kissed blonde hair cascaded down her back and the dress parted 
to her thighs, giving them glimpses of her gently curving legs and high heeled shoes. Gold bracelets clinked 
around her delicate wrist and a necklace dipped toward the swell of her breasts. A tiny anklet was draped 


around one ankle. 


Dave was transfixed by her, his jaw somewhere near the floor as she opened her mouth and began to sing. 
From the darkness of the club, a full orchestra joined her, Tiffany's husky voice reminding Dave of the likes of 


Marilyn Monroe. Sensual and sexual and flaunting every inch of it. 


That gorgeous voice worked its way through a number of songs. Some were show tunes. Others were old rock 
songs. All were set to a sweeping orchestra. It could have been a result of the music, or of the glasses of 
champagne he'd imbibed, but Dave found himself swaying as he mouthed the lyrics. He imagined that lipsticked 
mouth on his own. Imagined it kissing its way up his legs and to his aching cock 


What he hadn't noticed was the black grand piano that had been wheeled out on to the stage. He didn't notice it 
until Tiffany was draped across it, one leg delicately crossing the other, her dress parted to show off her long 
legs. Dave whined and quickly adjusted himself. A visit to the men's room would be in order. 


But it was the opening chords of the next song that caught his attention His head snapped back to the stage 
as the orchestra began to play Everlong. 


"The fuck-?" he murmured. 
"This one of yours, sweetness?" Lucy asked. 


With wide eyes, he looked at the woman beside him and nodded. "Yeah. It's one of mine alright. Didn't realise 
they'd be doing it tonight" 


She grinned and blew him a kiss. "Surprise! Enjoy!" 


Shuffling to the edge of the velvet seat, Dave rested his elbows on the table and watched as Tiffany 
gracefully slid from the piano. Slowly she began to make her way down the runway, her voice like hot honey. 
Her eyes were everywhere except on him. Dave wanted them to be on him. Wanted to feel her looking him up 


and down like a piece of prime rib. 


With one hand lifting her dress a little, Tiffany stepped from the runway and down into the club. Above the 
music, Dave could hear her heels clicking across the floor. In that moment, his entire world had stopped, his 
focus completely on the woman before him, the woman who'd reworked one of his most famous songs into 
something gorgeous, sexy and husky. His already uncomfortable suit pants were growing more uncomfortable 
by the moment. He wanted to go to the bathroom and do something about it. But he couldn't, memorized and 
trapped by the gorgeous woman who swayed through the club. 


| want her," Dave murmured to Lucy. 


A hand stroked his hair and he heard Lucy laugh softly. "Sweetheart, everyone wants her. You better put your 


money where your mouth is because she's expensive.” 

Dave let his eyes drift back to the blonde bombshell. "| can afford her." 

"And if she turns you down?" 

He grinned at the woman beside him. "I'll take you home." 

"Honey, I'm even more expensive than she is." 

She laughed when he pouted and gave his cheek a quick kiss. Dave felt a blush tickle his cheeks. He looked up 
just in time to see Tiffany make her way toward his table, her hips swinging and a sultry smile on her lips as 
she sang. Dave felt his heart beat faster, the heat still flushing his face as Tiffany slid onto the seat beside 


him. Her eyes locked with his and Dave found himself holding his breath. 


She leaned closer until her nose was just a millimeter from his own. Her eyes, soft and sultry, stared into his 


own. Curling his fingers around the edge of the table, Dave tried to still his trembling body. 

"Breathe out," she sang softly, her voice barely registering in the microphone, "So | can breathe you in" 
Tiffany's lips brushed the corner of his mouth with a feather-light kiss. And then she was gone, slipping away 
like a thief in the night. Groaning, Dave slumped back against the booth. Covering his face, he tried to wish 
away the agony of his aching cock. 


"ve gotta go to the bathroom," he murmured. 


A hand locked around his wrist. "I wouldn't do that, honey. Looks like someone's taken a shine to you. Why do 


the work yourself when she's willing to do it for you?" 


The rest of Tiffany's songs passed in a blur, the ghost of her all too brief kiss still lingering on his lips. As the 
lights went up, Dave stood and pulled the suit jacket around himself, desperate to hide the evidence of his 


arousal. Just as he was about to step away from the table, a man in a sharp black suit stepped up to him and 


held out an envelope. 


"Ms Tiffany requests your company this evening," the man said. "She will meet you in her car. Be at the back 


door in ten minutes." 
Taking the envelope, he looked down at Lucy. The black woman just winked at him before patting his ass. 
"Have fun, sweetheart. Sounds like you're in for one hellva a ride." 


Dave grabbed another of the free drinks as he made his way through the club. Downing it in one, he placed 
the glass back on the bar and stared at the crowds. Some were leaving, some were just getting started. Yet 
he.. He'd somehow managed to pick up the gorgeous woman who'd made his cock hard the second she'd stepped 
out on stage. Suddenly he was starting to feel more than a little inadequate. 


Tearing open the envelope, Dave took out a thick, creamy coloured piece of card. A gold border ran around the 
edge and Tiffany Tye was embossed in swirling gold letters at the top. / request your company, Twas written in 


a blocky, more manly hand. The four words and single initial were the only other words on the card. 


Stuffing it into the inside pocket of the jacket, Dave started for the back door. He was stopped several times, 
shook more hands than he could count, and was featured in a slew of selfies. Finally he managed to break free. 
Pushing open the roll bar, he found a sleek, black town car sitting outside. Its engine was already running and, in 
the back seat, he could make out the blonde woman's figure. Taking a deep breath, Dave opened the door and 
climbed in beside her. She didn't turn to look at him, her nose firmly in the air and a heavy black coat pulled 
tight around. 


"Sorry I'm late," he murmured. "Got. Got caught up. With stuff” 


He saw her eyes flicker in his direction before she gave a curt nod. The car began to move, pulling away from 


the club and onto the busy New York streets. 


The ride, thankfully, was short. Tiffany didn't speak, her ice queen persona chilling Dave to the core. Mentally 
he kicked himself for allowing his dick to do the thinking. He'd wanted under that dress and into her panties. And 
now he was stuck with someone who was giving Cruella DeVille a run for her money. 

"So," he began. "How long you lived in New York for?" 


Nothing. No response. Not a flicker. 


"Me?" he continued. "I've lived all over. Here, there, everywhere. Live in LA at the minute. Make music. With a 


smile, he added, "But then you'd know that." 


Still nothing. Dave could feel the perma-frost thickening, its icy fingers dulling his erection. Sighing, he looked 
out of the car window and watched New York pass them by. 


"So why'd you invite me back to yours if you're not gonna speak to me?" Dave didn't disguise the hurt in his 


voice. "| thought we had a thing back there, in the club?" 

There was a pause before Tiffany replied, "Because | wanted company: 

That caught Dave's interest. "So you think km hot?! 

Another pause and another curt reply. "You were the best of a bad bunch” 
Dave felt deflated and he slumped against the deep, leather seat. "Gee. Thanks." 


As they passed beneath a streetlight, Dave saw a smile touch her lips. Sliding a little closer, he peered at her 
face before reaching out to tuck strands of her hair behind her ear. Tiffany didn't flinch. Instead, her lips once 


more turned up at the corners. 
"| think you're hot," he murmured 

"| know you do," she coolly replied 

"You do?” 

"Yes. | saw you with your hand under the table" 


Again, the blush rose to his cheeks. Normally he didn't turn red very easily. But there was something about 
Tiffany and the way she spoke to him that was turning him back into a virginal teenager. 


The car swung onto Fifth Avenue. Central Park stood shadowed on the right, buildings stretching into the sky 
on the left. The driver pulled up in front of a six storey town house before getting out and opening Tiffany's 


door. The woman stepped from the car and, Dave suddenly eager to please her, followed her. 


Dave looked up at the house and uttered a quiet "Wow". Despite his own spacious property back in California, 
there was something inspiring about the building before him. Steps lead up to the front door and a balcony 
stood above it. Another jutted out from the third storey and two gas lamp-like lights hung beside the front 


door. 


The driver took the steps two at a time and opened the door. Ignoring him, Tiffany swept away, her green 
dress just visible beneath the long, black coat. Trotting behind her, Dave mulled over what was happening. He'd 
picked up an ice queen who obviously liked a bit of rough. So why was he hanging around? Because his cock 
wouldn't leave him alone? Or because he wanted someone else to take the lead for once? He was so used to 


the one who made the first move, the one who started the flirting, the one who finally took someone home 


that to have someone else do it for him was a refreshing thought. That, and he liked it when someone else 
dominated him. Liked it when they were a bit rough with him. And the thought that Tiffany would do that for 


him was turning him on even more. 


The house was decorated in what interior designers would call "Modern Gothic". Dave called it "A strange 
juxtaposition for someone who looks like they're a California surfer chick transplant". The walls were stark 
white and the floors were flagstone. From the door, the stairs arched away, the banisters a dark, varnished 
wood. From the foyer's high ceiling hung a delicate silver chandelier, lights and teardrop crystals hanging from 


its branchlike arms. 

Tiffany began to make her way up the stairs and, for a moment, Dave paused, unsure of what to do. Normally 
he would have followed them. Besides, they'd brought him home for one thing only, right? But did Tiffany have 
things to do? Things she didn't want him to see? 


She answered the question for him when she stopped halfway up, her hand on the banister. She turned and 


gave him the sweetest, warmest smile. 

"Are you coming?" 

Running a finger around his collar, Dave felt his knees weaken at that beautiful voice. 
"Oh, I'm coming alright," he murmured. 


Quietly he followed her up the stairs and onto a wide, open landing. A single door lead away from it and 


another set of stairs wound up to another floor. 
Tiffany nodded towards the door. "You can wait in there. I'll be back in a moment." 
The sudden unwanted feeling returned to Dave. "Oh. Okay. Are we going to-?" 


A tiny smile pulled at her lips and she gave a shrug. "We might. We might not. | wanted company. Whether | 


want your body or not is of my concern, not yours." 


With a sigh, Dave watched her go, her body swaying slightly as she walked to the upper floor. So he was a 
plaything for the night? Of no real value except for either his body or his conversation? It left him feeling 
dejected. Yet how many times had he done that to others? How many times had he taken others home only to 
use their body and kiss them goodbye in the morning? At least he'd been pleasant. At least he'd wanted them 
there instead of making them feel as though they were getting in the way. 


Opening the door, Dave stepped into the room beyond and stopped, his breath taken away. 


The room was painted a muted cream with large windows overlooked Central Park, heavy gold floor length 
curtains hanging before them. The white wooden floor was mostly hidden by a rug. Another chandelier, this one 


in dulled bronze, hung from the ceiling. 
But it was what stood at the heart of the room that caused Dave to grind to a halt. 


Not only was the bed larger than any he'd ever seen but the dark wooden frame mirrored the vaulting of a 
cathedral. The four posters swept up to support a roof over the bed. From its heart hung a small light, the 
bed's black ceiling decorated with swirling patterns of gold and red flowers. 


Stepping up to it, Dave ran his hand over the heavy, draped bed linen. Would he be sleeping there? 
"Dave?" 


He turned and looked at the figure standing in the doorway. The wig was gone as were the breasts. The man 
who lay beneath the facade stood there, still in the dress and heels and Dave felt his groin tighten once more. 


For the man who Tiffany had become was just as beautiful as she was. Those eyes, which had been so cold 
before, had a slight sadness to them. Blonde, poker straight, sun-kissed hair fell to their shoulders. They still 


wore their make up and Dave couldn't decide if they were hotter as a woman or as a man in a dress and make 


up. 
"Tiffany?" 


"Taylor," her - his - voice had changed, becoming a little deeper and huskier. "Well, Oliver really. But | prefer 
Taylor" 


"Why?" 
The blonde man just shrugged. "It sounds better." 
"And the ice queen?" 


Taylor smiled, a wicked glint in his eyes. "She'll return. Now. Why don't you come over here and kneel at my 


feet" 


Dave was loosening his tie when Taylor held up a finger. "Keep your clothes on | haven't decided if | want you 


yet." 


Now this was a game Dave knew how to play. The teasing and tormenting, the not knowing if he was going to 
get anything. With a small smirk, he settled at the other man's feet. Taylor's slender, almost feminine, ankle 
peeked through the slit of the dress. Carefully, the blonde man lifted his foot and hooked it beneath Dave's 
chin, tilting his head back. 


"You learn quick," Taylor purred. 


"So I've been told. Can | touch you?" 


That foot pushed his head further back and Dave winched at the strain. Not that it was a bad pain, far from 


it. He was starting to relax and enjoy where he was. 
"You can" The foot moved to be in front of his face. "You can start by kissing my feet.” 


Taking Taylor's foot in his hands, Dave ran his fingers over the delicate straps of the gold shoe. "Want me to 
take these off for you?" 


"Yes." 


That single word made Dave melt a little and he slowly began to pick at the buckles. Sliding the shoe from 
Taylor's foot, he placed it to one side and carefully worked his thumbs into the other man's arch. Above him, 
he heard Taylor sigh and a hand came to rest on his shoulder. He was going to melt the ice queen's castle 


once and for all, even if it took him a decade to do. 


Keeping his eyes on Taylor, Dave gently rubbed his feet. His fingers were followed by kisses, his lips dancing 
across Taylor's toes. The blonde man purred and Dave felt him shudder. 


I'm going to sit down. Then you can continue." 
"Are you enjoying it?" Dave asked 


Taylor's face was blank slate, giving nothing away. Blinking a couple of times, he stepped away from Dave and 
walked to a heavy gilded and upholstered chair. Like the room, the chair was decorated in a fabric of gold and 
red. Taylor dropped into it, legs slightly parted, the dress draped across the floor. With the flick of an ankle, he 


motioned Dave closer. 
"Come. Finish what you've started." 


Dropping onto his hands, Dave crawled across the room. There was a low whistle from the chair and he gave 


Taylor a smirk 
"My, my, my," the blonde started. "You do know what you're doing. I'm impressed. | might even keep you." 


With a small smile, Dave remained silent. Sitting back on his heels, he slid the other shoe form Taylor's foot. 
Resting both feet in his lap, he went back to work, his fingers gliding over the other man's feet. Slowly, he 
began to work his hands up Taylor's shapely legs. They were smooth, expertly waxed and looked after, and 
Dave couldn't wait to follow them with his mouth. He wanted to bury himself beneath the green dress and 


pleasure the gorgeous man. 


The seated man nudged him away as Dave's hands crept higher and tucked behind Taylor's knee. Sitting back on 
his heels, Dave watched as Taylor stood and sauntered across the room. Opening a drawer in an old looking 
dresser, the blonde man hooked something around his fingers and turned to Dave. Raising an eyebrow, Dave 


stared at the delicate silver collar and chain that dangled from Taylor's fingers. 


Taylor walked to stand in front of him, the dress rustling against the floor now the heels weren't there to hold 


it up. “Give me your neck." 

"And if | don't?" Dave asked. 

Taylor smirked. "You'll get nothing.’ 

Dave did as he was asked, lifting his hair and allowing the other man to buckle the silver strap around his neck. 
It was something he'd never done before and suddenly he felt a little exposed, his mind wandering back to 
earlier to when he'd felt his old, teenage self return. 


"Does this mean-2" he began. 


"That you're my bottom?" Taylor finished. His smirk widened. "Of course it does. Do you think | was going to 
bring you here and let you just fuck me?" 


Dave shrugged. "Well, yeah.” 
Taylor laughed and Dave noted a hint of softness to it, almost as though the ice queen was melting. "It doesn't 
work that way. Not in my world. | get what | want. If | wanted you to me, I'd have climbed in your lap in the 


car and then dropped you at your hotel. No, | want you. In every way possible." 


That sent a shudder down Dave's spine, one that both scared and excited him. When the chain leash was 
tugged, he got to his feet, hair falling into his eyes as he looked at the man before him. 


"You can get undressed now," the blonde man stated. 


Again, he did as he was asked, folding the suit and placing it to one side. With a hint of self consciousness, Dave 
moved to hide his erection only to have his hands batted away. 


"Don't. | like to look" Taylor raised an eyebrow. "Well, you are a pretty one, aren't you?" 
"You said | was the best of a bad bunch!" he shot back. 


"You were. It doesn't mean that | don't find you handsome. Which you are. What would you say if | asked you 
to stay with me. Not just for tonight, but forever.” 


Dave shrugged. "| cam back with you, didn't |? That says something, right?" 


"Does it?" 
"Yeah, it does." 


Taylor closed the gap between them and rested a hand on Dave's flank. "I need to hear it from you. Would you 
stay?" 


Dave paused for a moment. Would he stay? Taylor was gorgeous and the guy could sing. And he was sure 
that, beneath the blonde's ice cold exterior, there really was a person who wanted to be loved. Maybe that 
was why Taylor was like he was? Maybe he'd been hurt too many times and the castle he'd built for himself 


was a protection against the world. 
"Yeah," he finally replied. "ld stay." 
"Good." 


The hand on his flank crept higher, skimming over his ribs and finally touching his face. Dave felt himself come 
alive beneath the touches, his body reacting to them. When Taylor leaned in for a gentle kiss, he almost lost 
his mind. He'd been waiting all night for this single moment and now he was getting it. 


He went cup Taylor's face before stopping himself. "Can 1? Can | touch you?" 


The tip of a warm, wet tongue licked at his lips, sending bolts of pleasure coursing through Dave. "Of course 


you can.” 


Dave slid his fingers over the smooth fabric of the dress. He found Taylor's arms, marvelling at the satiny 
softness of his skin before he finally clasped the other man's face. Their kisses became deeper and hungry, 
tongues dancing over and between lips. Dave mewled, his hard cock brushing against that damned green dress. 
He allowed himself to be walked backwards and pushed onto the grand bed. Taylor crawled over him, the leash 
still wound around his hand. His lips once more found Dave's, his hands roaming over the man beneath him. 


Dave whined and squirmed, his legs spreading wide as Taylor hovered over him. 


Kneeling back, Taylor bunched up the dress, a pair of tiny leopard print panties holding everything out the way. 
Dave grinned at the sight. 


"Turn around," he gently commanded. "Let me see your ass." 

Surprisingly, the man sitting Dave's legs obliged, lifting himself and turning. Dave purred as he looked at the 
thin strip of fabric that disappeared between Taylor's little ass cheeks. There was enough flesh there for him 
to grab hold of and that's what he liked. Liked them skinny and blonde. 


"Gonna take the dress off for me?" 


Taylor shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe not. But you can take these off" 


He moved himself until he was kneeling over Dave's stomach, the dress still bunched in his hands. With his 
breath hitched, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of the tiny panties and slowly slid them down Taylor's 
slender thighs. The other man's cock was tucked between his legs, the tight garment having held it in place. 
Running his fingers over the bulge, Dave gently freed Taylor, marvelling at how well the other man's genitals 


had been hidden 


Tossing the panties to one side, Taylor dropped himself onto Dave's chest, his cock still hanging limp. "Suck me," 


he hissed. "You want me in you, you make me hard" 


Sitting up a little, he took Taylor's cock in his mouth. Eyes on the blonde man, Dave sucked his tongue swirling 
around the head. The blonde man hissed, lips peeling back into a snarl as he let his head drop back. His cock 
hardened, the head pushing at the back of Dave's mouth. Eagerly, he opened his throat and took Taylor in. The 
blonde man was slightly bigger and, even though he rarely bottomed, Dave suddenly had an overwhelming 
desire to feel Taylor inside of him. He wanted to feel that cock stretching him, wanted to feel the burn and the 


pleasure that would follow. 


Finally, Taylor slid away before returning with a bottle of lube. The ice queen melted away as he carefully 
prepared Dave, his fingers gentle. Dave howled when the blonde man entered him, his head thrown back and 
hands clawing at the sheets. Once he was able to open his eyes, he gasped at the sight above him. Taylor was 
beautiful, the dress pooled around him as he thrust into Dave. 


Reaching up, he stroked Taylor's hair. "You're so beautiful," he gasped. "So fuckin’ beautiful.” 


A smile flickered across the blonde man's lips and, for the first time, Dave saw a sparkle in Taylor's eyes, 
something that hadn't been present before. 


Wrapping his legs around Taylor's waist, Dave gave himself over completely, surrendering to everything Taylor 
had to give him. As they both thundered towards their orgasms, the blonde man buried his face in Dave's 
throat. His lips and teeth tugged at the soft, sensitive flesh, Dave tightening in response. 


"Yes! Oh, Taylor, yes! Fuckin’ love a little pain!" 


Dave's orgasm crashed over him, his back arching as his seed splattered against his stomach. At the same 
moment he came, a sharp pain stabbed through his skin. Dave nearly exploded again as the pain mingled with 
pleasure in a toxic sweet mix. His head swam as Taylor lapped at the same spot. His body sank into the bed 


and he mumbled, his arms still around Taylor. 


When Taylor pulled away, Dave found the rush he'd felt draining away. Blood dotted the other man's lower lips, 


a trickle making its way toward his chin 


Taylor smirked. "You humans always taste better at the point of orgasm." 
"The fuck?!" He tried to scramble away but an inhumanly strong arm was holding him down. 


He watched, eyes wide, as Taylor lifted his own wrist to his mouth. In the low light Dave saw a flash of sharp, 
pearly white teeth. Every ounce of his being was screaming to escape. He clawed at the bed, noises uttering 


from his tight throat and chest. 


Taylor offered out his arm, two tiny puncture wounds sitting just above his thumb. "Don't you want to live for 
all eternity, Dave? Or do you want your life's work to die with you? If you drink from me, you can live 
forever. You can continue to make the world a better place." Something flashed across the blonde's face and 


Dave watched as he sagged a little. "Because god only knows | can't" 


That floored Dave. Here was this gorgeous man, who turned into the most beautiful woman, and they were 


suddenly lying something deep and dark on the line for him. 
"Why not?" Dave asked. 


"Because | can't" Taylor again offered the wound to Dave. "Drink and join me. Show me how beautiful the world 


can be. It's been so long since | last saw beauty.” 
"But you are beauty!" 


‘lm manufactured beauty. Do you think this, being in dresses and wearing a wig, is natural? Even in these 
supposedly more accepting times, my kind are still looked down on and shunned. Hell, | think we're more 
backward now than we were back in the |800's." 


Dave stalled. "Just how old are you?" 


Now he knew where the ice queen facade came from. Taylor was hiding what he truly was and, with a few 
words, his walls had crumbled to nothing, leaving him dangerously exposed. Yet, instead of lashing out, Taylor 
had decided to let himself be vulnerable. Dave felt something in his soul ache, something that wanted to reach 


out to Taylor and wash away the years of hurt. 


‘I'm nearly as old as time herself," Taylor finally replied. His head was down, his eyes hidden by a curtain of 
poker straight hair. 


"You've seen a lot, huh?" 


The blonde gave a small nod. His slightly bleeding arm now rested in his lap, beads of blood making for the 
dress. Reaching out, Dave gently clasped Taylor's wrist. He could feel how slender the other man was, his build 
suddenly making him feel all the more fragile. Keeping his eyes on Taylor, Dave closed his lips around the 
wound. 


Another magazine bearing his face lay in front of him. Sitting beside Taylor's feet, Dave read at the headline. 
Dave Grohl 2 Years On 


Two years he'd been out of the limelight and living his new life. Slowly but surely, the ice queen he'd first met 
had melted to nothing. Inside of the castle, he'd found a sweet and loving man. The facade returned whenever 


Taylor became Tiffany but, behind closed doors, the slender blonde was a pussycat. 


Changing to the life of one who drank blood had been difficult. The pain as his body had changed and the 
cravings had been the worst. But Taylor made sure he never went hungry, returning every night with 


something, or someone, to feast on. 


The slender silver collar still lay around Dave's neck, locked at the back. A tag, dangling from the D-ring, had 


his name on it. 

Long fingers stroked at his hair and Dave tilted his head back to look up at the man behind him. 
"Ready to see them again?" 

Dave nodded, his lips pulling into a smile. "You bet." 


He'd made one request of Taylor and that was that he'd stay if he could have his band back. All of them had 
been added as guests to the Honey Pot's exclusive guest list. An invitation had also been extended for them to 
join the after party at Tiffany's house. Whether they'd accept their old boss back was another question. Deep 
down, Dave hoped they would He hoped they'd accept everything about him, including his own proposal for 


them to carry on making music for centuries to come. 


